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Penumbra 


Author's Notes: 
This story was a challenge to write. Nm not sure if there\'s a way to describe this sort of writing, but it 


was an interesting experience to say the least. Special thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


He'd been nervous all morning, dreading the day the new guitarist would arrive. But they needed a breath of 
fresh air in the group, the atmosphere was choking the life out of them. 


Tony paced back and forth along the carpet covering the hard wood floor of their rehearsal cabin. He 
swallowed and kept his head down. The eyes of his bandmates were on him, he could feel them. There were no 


words to describe how he felt, how this was going to change everything. 


Fluffy brown socks rubbed along the carpet and back again. His eyes slipped shut, so used to the path that he 
didn't have to look 


It seemed like yesterday when it happened. Tony had been standing there on the side of the stage watching him 
play. It wasn't like him to watch the opening bands but he couldn't help it - the music had drifted backstage to 


him while he was walking back from the bathroom. It stopped him mid-step, hitting something deep inside. As if 
he was being pulled by something, he made his way to the side of the stage. Eyes naturally drawn to the 


center, his place normally, but this time it wasn't him. There in his place was a single guitarist riffing away. 


Tony stopped pacing and glanced up at the clock hanging above the door. Quarter to one. He sighed and went 
back to pacing. Fifteen minutes until he arrives, fifteen minutes until he walks through that door covered with 


snow. Snow melting in his long, brown strands, forming a wet trail down the side just like it had on that night. 


He couldn't take his eyes off the guitarist. Even when Marko found and told him it was time to get ready. He 
didn't want to leave, he wanted to stay right there watching all night long. The bassist yammered something 
into his ear about being late but he wasn't listening, his ears still too filled with the beautiful sounds coming 
from that magical guitar. Tony fought against the hard tug on his arm, frantically trying to rid it from his 
body, to go back to watch him. 


It was then that he looked up. He couldn't stop the gasp from his lips. The guitarist had turned around and was 
watching him. Their eyes locked, taking in each other features with a swift glance. Warmth spread across 
Tony's body with each passing moment before Marko bodily broke the connection. 


The singer frowned and leaned up against the table that housed his keyboards. Fingers brushed over the top of 


the worn wood, desperate to make sense of the feelings churning inside. 
"Tony?" 


Marko shook his head at Henkka. He leaned down to whisper into the keyboardist's ear, "Leave him be, he needs 
to think." 


Tony's eyes slipped shut, and he was back to that night again, hands intent on pushing Marko away so he could 
go back to watching the guitarist that had captured his attention. A frown filling his face when he realized his 
intended had turned away again. Marko tugged on his arm again and Tony didn't resist. He let the taller man 
pull him back to the dressing room, guilt quietly eating away at him as Marko did so. The guilt of watching 


another while his lover sat backstage unaware. 


Watery blue eyes greeting him when he entered the room, tracking him like a piece of prey. Marko let Tony go 
and handed him his in-ear system to put on. He avoided Jani's stare, going so far as to stare at a nearby wall 
to not have to face him. His heart pounded in his ears, ticking out the time until they went on stage. He didn't 
want to go, didn't want to stand in the same place as he had. 


A snowmobile buzzed in the distance, closer and closer it crept along the driveway to their cabin. Tony's eyes 
flew open, hands reaching out to grip the edges of the table. Legs refused to hold him up on their own, 
knuckles turning white from being stretched to the limit. Arms came from behind, wrapping around his 
shoulders, holding him steady. 


He didn't have to look, he knew it was Marko. It was always Marko. Marko who took his attention away, Marko 


who suggested the guitarist as Jani's replacement, Marko who frowned every time Tony did. 


And it had been Marko who pushed him on stage that fateful night. Tony protested so hard, unwilling to stand 
in that same place, unwilling to let Jani know what had happened. Marko wouldn't hear of it, dragging him along 
as he walked on stage. The darkness of the lights and his long red hair hiding the tears of frustration swirling 
inside. Just when he thought that he couldn't take it anymore, his eyes drifted to the space right behind Jani. 


There, with an arm propped up against the metal scaffolding, stood the guitarist. Dark eyes stared back at 
him, watching him like he had earlier. Tony fought back the urge to walk off stage and right into his arms, to 
be near him, to feel him. A bump to his shoulder brought Tony back. Sad blue eyes looked down at him and 


then away. 


The buzz of the snowmobile's engine switched off and its occupant climbed off. He rummaged inside the 


compartment to pull out his backpack. He swallowed the lump in his throat and walked towards the door. 


Tony pushed back on Marko, desperate to run and hide from what was climbing up the steps. The bassist 
never let go, intent on making Tony face it whether he liked it or not. 


A knock on the door echoed in the quiet room. Tommy eyed Marko and Tony before climbing off the couch to 


open the door. 


The singer arched in Marko's grasp, shaking from head to toe, silently begging to be let go. Strong wiry arms 
gripped even tighter, so tight their bodies were pressed flush against each. Every little quiver and movement 


felt by both of them at once. 


Tommy pulled open the door, brilliant white light bounced off the newly fallen snow and radiated back in the 
room. Henkka reached up to shield his eyes from the onslaught. Tony froze his movement and stared at the 


man in the doorway. 


Hands came out of his pockets to brush off the snow collected on his coat and to reach up to pull off his 
black helmet. Eyes adjusted to the darkened room before blindly grabbing the knob to push the door closed. 
The man turned around and smiled at Tommy. The drummer returned the smile and motioned for him to come 


further into the room. 


Tony slackened in Marko's arms, unable to move a single muscle anymore. The bassist let go of him and walked 
towards the new guitarist. They exchanged a smile and handshake. Tony watched them chat about the ride 
here and the sudden snow storm along the way. Words were filling the air but he was only half listening. His 
eyes never leaving the form of the guitarist, taking in every detail that had changed since that night. 


His hair was much longer and the goatee changed into a thin trail of hair on his chin. The intense brown eyes 
were still the same, piercing through Tony even if they weren't looking directly at him. He stayed back, unsure 
of how to proceed. Would he remember him from that night? Was it just some random moment for him? Did 


he ever think about it like Tony had for the past year? 


He forced himself to look away, turn away from the thing that had eaten at his soul for so long. Eyes studied 
cracks in the timber lining the corners of the room, trying to find patterns to hold his attention. 


Warmth emanated from behind, slowly spreading along Tony's body. He thought at first it was Marko again, but 
it wasn't that close, it wasn't that familiar. He turned around and a pained yelp filled the room. 


There was the guitarist standing in front of him, studying his reactions with those dark eyes. 
"Hi Tony.” 


Tony swallowed the lump in his throat and looked away from him, breath coming out in gasps and hands 


shaking at his sides. 


Elias frowned at the reaction and stepped closer to Tony. Hands reached up in order to comfort the singer but 


went back down again. He sighed and glanced over at the others for help, nothing was returned. 

Henkka opened his mouth to say something but stopped when he caught Marko's stone faced expression 
Tony wrapped his arms around himself and muttered into the folds of his shirt. "Hello - Elias." 

"Are you ok?" 

He licked his dry lips and held onto himself tighter. "Yes, I'm fine. You just scared me, that's all" 

Elias nodded and watched Tony's arms unfold from his body. They hung limply at his sides. 

"Do you want to hear me play? | assume | have to do some sort of audition” 

A tiny nod shook Tony's head. "No, |..we know what you sound like. We invited you up here to rehearse." 
Elias nodded and proceeded to unpack his guitar from the case, lovingly stroking along the body and neck. 
Tony watched him, eyes taking in the smile that tugged at the corners of Elias! mouth when he placed the 
guitar over his shoulder. He sighed and pushed the image of Elias doing the same thing to him, fingers 


brushing along his neck and chest, mouth smiling while it sucked him off.. 


Marko and Henkka climbed off the couch and walked over to their instruments. Tommy adjusted his cymbals 


and glanced over at Tony, who was still standing in the middle of the room. 
"Tony?" 


The singer jumped, scared that he'd been spotted, and looked over at Marko. "What?" 


"You going to sing or just stand there?" 
"Right. Yes, I'm going." 


Tony gave one last look at Elias tuning his guitar and shuffled over to his keyboard. He sat down and his eyes 
slipped shut. 


Blue eyes avoided his gaze after the show, their owner preferring to stay on the bus away from him. The 
hurt and sadness was evident to everyone, the loss of the one thing keeping him sane on tour. Words were left 
unsaid, words that should have been spoken then and there. Silence pushed them apart, frustration and hurt 


emotions filled every room they were in. 


The others tried to push them to talk, tell each other how they felt. Words still remained unused, fracturing 
the makeup of the band. Tony isolated the one that he loved, afraid to admit that it was over, that the 


fairytale never existed. 


Downed bottles of vodka, sleepless nights, angry looks. The tension started to wear on Tony, crippling his 
stamina on stage, his emotions pulled from all sides with nowhere to hide. Something had to change, something 


had to break them out of this never-ending vicious circle. 


Words were finally spoken on that summer night after their first Open Air. Hate and malice split through the 
Tension and hurt, cutting their ties in one swift move. Deep down Tony knew it was coming, knew he was the 


cause, but still breathed a sigh relief when it was over. 
"Tony? Earth to Tony.” 


Brown eyes flew up and stared straight ahead. He licked his dry lips and nodded to no one in particular. His 
hands felt out for the keys, stroking them slightly before starting the melody. The others joined in one by one, 
filling in the gaps and adding to the already melancholy track. 


He leaned forward, bottom lip brushing the edges of the microphone in front of him. His mouth opened and he 
began to sing, every tortured emotion calling forth in the lyrics, painting a tale of mistrust and loss. Tears 
gathered in the corners of his eyes, tears that were long overdue to fall but hadn't. The soothing guitar to his 


left calming and breaking him at the same time with each sustained note. 


Tracks assembled from different studios, unable to meet each other in the same one. Eyes burning with 
unshed tears when he heard the guitar parts for the album, sadness and hurt emanating from them, even if 
the song never called for it. He couldn't bring himself to admit that he was wrong, that he'd somehow fucked 


up the dynamic of the band that one night, in those two minutes of betrayal. 


Endless photo shoots, fake smiles and happiness painted across their faces. Put on a show for the fans, make 


them believe nothing could ever be wrong. Dissidence and mistrust lead them further astray, silence masking 


their true feelings. 


Tony kept singing even after the music had stopped. Pain and grief, anger and frustration, screamed at the top 
of his lungs. It all came out in full force, blindsiding everyone in the room with its swirling emotions. Tears 
rolled down his face, dampening the top of his shirt. His face crumpled up, lips catching in his teeth. Hands 
came up to hide the emotions from his bandmates, pressing hard against his eyes to stop them from crying 


out. 


Fingers undid the bass hanging over his shoulder. Marko made a movement over to Tony to comfort his lost 


singer. He stopped mid stride when his sad eyes spotted Elias already by Tony's side. 


Words fluttered into Tony's ears seconds before a pair of strong arms pulled him close. He moaned and buried 
his head into the soft folds of a sweater, gently wetting it with his tears. Fingers stroked the top of his head, 
calming the ache inside for a time. Hands reached under Tony's arms, pulling him up to a standing position. Elias 
gripped him tighter, forcing Tony's head to rise up and bury into his neck. The body hung limp in his arms, 
liquefying inside the protective shell of his warmth. 


A cold nose ferreted against his neck, tracing along the Adam's apple and upwards. Elias removed his head 
from the top of Tony's to look down at him. He avoided the glance, staring at the damp sweater in front of 
him. Long fingers brushed hair out of his face, tracing along the side of his wet cheeks to wipe away the last 
tears. Tony leaned into the delicate touch, his eyes slipping shut at the warmth spreading across his body. 


Lips leaned down against Tony's ear and whispered a private declaration. He glanced up into a pair of deep 
brown eyes in confusion Elias smiled at him and nodded a confirmation. He looked back down at the ground, 
confused. Emotions swirled inside, trying to work out a response and failing miserably. 

Elias studied him, cocking his head to the side, taking in the lines that scrunch up on Tony's face. 

Tony forced himself to say something. "But..but how?" 

The guitarist smiled and stroked along the side of Tony's beard. "I don't know, | just do." 


"But..but..but.l.." 


Soft lips covered his own, brushing over the top in slow swipes. He moaned into the kiss, fingers twisting the 

bottom of Elias‘ sweater into tiny knots. Arms wrapped around him, comforting that tortured part of his soul. 
His kisses back were tentative until that moment when his body decided to lose itself in the peace it provided 
for his weary mind. Lips sped up, desperate and needy to taste every part of each other all at once. Breathing 


becomes an afterthought, mouths stealing it from each other and giving it back again. 


They could only hold out so long before exhaustion forced them apart. Strong arms were still wrapped around 


him when they parted, gasping for breath, bodies still in shock at what just transpired. 


"You know, | think this is the best rehearsal we've ever had. Seriously.” 

Marko reached over and swatted Henkka on the head. "Smartass." 

‘Or at the very least, the most entertaining.” 

Henkka ducked Marko's second attempt at whacking him on the head and scrambled off the couch to his feet. 
He shot Marko a sly wink which was met with a dramatic rolling of eyes. Little bare feet padded over to 


where Elias and Tony stood. 


"So, there's something | want to ask. And I'm sure the other guys want to know it as well even if they'd never 


ask, but - is Tony a good kisser?" 
A red, square pillow bounced off the back of Henkka's head and fell to the ground. 
"| wasn't asking you, Make." 


Elias opened his mouth to respond and noticed Tony shaking with giggles against his chest. Tiny smile lines filled 


his face, the previous frowns replaced with happiness. 

"Well? Pretty hot, isn't he?" 

Henkka ducked the blue pillow aimed at his head by Tommy and chuckled to himself. 

Tony couldn't control it any longer and burst out laughing. Deep belly laughs rocked his small frame, his head 
rolling against Elias’ neck from the spasms. Elias laughed along and pulled him closer to his body, head resting 


on the top of Tony's out of control frame. 


A bright smile lit up the keyboardist's face when he padded back over to the other two. His large frame sank 


down into the old brown couch and snuggled into Marko's awaiting arms. 
"My work is done." 


Henkka giggled to himself when Marko swatted him for a second time to the back of the head. The drummer 
snorted at both of them and continued to watch Elias try to hold a laughing Tony upright. 


The giggles that vibrated against Elias neck began to slow over time. Tony sighed in his arms and glanced over 


at the three on the couch. 
"Thanks." 


Henkka did a mock bow. "My pleasure. Besides, if it got any more tense in here we'd need a map to find our 


way out." 


Marko snorted at him. "And you had to ask them how Tony kisses to do it?" 


"Fuck yeah. Who wouldn't want to know how Tony kisses? We could post it to the forum. Watch the fans freak 


out. | wish | had my camera" 

Tony rolled his eyes. "Like | need them knowing how | kiss. We still have to..." 

He tensed up in Elias arms, a sudden chill ran through his body. 

Marko spoke up. "We'll deal with that later. Just be happy for once, ok? It will work out" 

The singer nodded and leaned his head against Elias‘ shoulder, gentle hands reached up to stroke his hair. He 
sighed the pain and fear out his body with each breath. His eyes slipped shut, mind finally at peace and not 
screaming at him anymore. 


"So, are we going to play again or can go out for a smoke? After that kiss, | kind of need one." 


Brown eyes opened and glanced down. His small hand reached out and grabbed a pillow off the couch. He tossed 
it at Henkka's head and closed his eyes again. 


"So that's a no?" 

Four pillows sailed through the air at Henkka's head. He leaned back on the couch and grinned. 

Tony reached down and poked Henkka's arm. "Move over, you bastard." 

Henkka scooted over the left to snuggle up against Marko to make room for Tony and Elias. They sat there for 
several minutes, taking in each others silent company. Tony, half curled up on Elias’ lap, rolled his head to the 
side and smiled over at Marko. 


They would get through this. They always did. 


THE END 


